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News 

Jt's  eleven  o'clock  and 
Twenty  thousand  Egyptians  are  in  the 
Trap  as  Star-of-David  flags 
Flap  in  the  breeze  perched  on 
Tracked  steel  monsters  with 
Fleshy  insides  that  have  raced  over  the  burning 
Sands  towards  that  same  objective  their  greatest 
Nemesis  once  sought  thirty-some  years  in  the 
Past  while 

World  Powers  meet  and 
Presidents  speak  and 

Agitators  incite  the  mobs  to  riot/loot/kill  and  in 
Front  of  the  great 

White  House  on  the  Hill  people  chant  of 
Three  more  years  while  across  the 
Street  jackbooted  brownshirts  carry  placards 
"No  More  Jew  Wars"  American  Nazis  and  . . . 
(American  Nazis? 

Yes,  American ...)...  the 
Economy  is  in  trouble  again  as  the 
Dow  Jones  is  down  and  the  New  York 
Exchange  is  cautious  in 
Words  to  the  press  secretary  and  others 
Say  the  crisis  is  realand  people  should  slow 
Down  before  they  are  stopped 
Completely  on  the  local  scene  police  in  a  massive 
Narcotics  raid  captured  the  person  accused  of 
Murdering  the  seventeen 

Women  is  being  held  without  bond  until  he  can  be  brought 
Before  the  three  escaped  convicts  are  believed  to  be 
Somewhere  in  the  vicinity  of  tonight's  editorial  on 
Poverty  immediately  followed  by  the 
Only  project  with  any  real 
Quality  of  our  air  was  poor  with 
Colder  weather  coming  on  and  finally 
Ending  in  a  joke. 
Ha. 


Ron  Baker 
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Tom  Cowan 


Lindsey  Alexander 


scorched  and  withering  July 

witnessed  your  departure 
wrenched  flesh  proceeding  from  my  own 

a  summer  parting 
you  had  then  no  season 

no  concept  of  cyclical  changes 
wrought  upon  us  both,  one  for  one  — 
ambling  through  the  division 
of  perpendicular  generations 
my  vague  remembrance  of  your  reality 

cannot  bear  testimony 

to  our  simultaneous  decay 
Spacial  separation,  westbound  currents 

carried  you  onward  — 
Ongoing,  you  thrive  in  the  growing  goldness  of  your  days 
unaware 

that  your  origin  still  sitting  spins 
its  threading  future  on  this  rocky  plain. 

Constance  Rush 
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I  carry  you  with  me 

like  artistry 

like  a  piano  on  an  unlit  stage 

You're  like  the  tension 

in  the  string 

that  will  not  strike 

Or  like  the  music  th^t  I  can't  read 
but  like  that  same  sheet 
I  know  you  instinctively 

And  all  the  waves  of  sound 

beating  at  the  air 

in  front  of  the  eardrum 

You  are  reflected 
in  the  iris  of  my  eye 
and  I  stare 

at  the  piano  on  the  unlit  stage 
the  guitar  in  shadow 
and  memorize  the  melody 

M.  Lavin 


Jane  Eckelman 


Antigone's  Lament 

I  am  a  prisoner  in  self-created  chains; 

iVIy  only  wish  was  for  his  honor, 

But  the  judges  did  not  see  it  thus. 

Injustice  seeps  into  my  soul  where  it  finds  no  end. 

Why  do  the  critics  and  censors  think  it  wrong  to  love, 
As  I  have  loved,  deeply,  and  so  without  reason. 
That  my  love  begged  for  imperfection. 
In  its  last  hours? 

Time,  once  plentiful  and  present,  has  stopped, 

A  vice,  pressing  into  quiet  momentum  and  progress. 

And  even  caring. 

Sister,  your  angelic  face  has  felt  the  salt,  too, 
Salt  that  scalds  the  wound  and  makes  it  cry. 

I  choose  not  to  see  the  sun  rise  again  over  the  fair  city. 

Nor  hear  the  birds  of  passion,  nor  feel  the  touch  of  the  wind. 

Caressing. 

For  my  bridal  bed  has  turned  from  white  to  black  ashes, 

A  funeral  pyre. 

Forever  virgin. 

My  warm  kisses  are  as  cold  as  dead  leaves,  frozen  by  the  icy  blasts 
Of  winter. 

The  home  I  coveted  where  children  might  play  and  laugh  is  now 
A  bleak  and  broken  dream. 

It  will  be  best  to  lie  beneath  the  earth,  with  passion  stilled. 
Where  I  cannot  yearn  for  his  touch  and  his  tenderness. 

All  living  hopes  have  crashed  down  on  me  like  a  thunderous  waterfall. 
I  must  die,  the  time  is  now,  and  I  must  go  to  him  who  calls  me  from 
Within.  I  must  go,  but  I  have  done  no  wrong,  unless  all  consuming 
Love  can  be  an  evil  thing. 

Karen  M.Sullivan  76 


My  Misfortune 


"Close  the  door,"  I  heard  him  say 

But  my  heart  was  fickle, 

I  could  not  obey; 

And  so  he  closed  it  himself, 

The  other  way. 


Marao  Clifford 


JanePerini 


Show  and  Tell 

"I  got  a  new  brother." 

"Yeh?" 

"When  mommy  came  back.  She  brought  a  little  baby." 

"Where'd  it  come  from?" 

"Daddy  said,  well  Daddy  said  it  came  from  the  hospital." 

"Yeh?" 

"Then  Daddy  said  I'd  better  go  out  and  play." 

"Tommy  Wilson  said  a  baby  was  like  a  puppy.  He  said  a  puppy 

came  from  a  lady  dog,  like  Sugar." 

"But  you  saw  those  little  puppies.  They  came  out  of  Sugar's 

stomach.  Only  a  dog  can  do  that." 

"Your  mommy  wouldn't  do  that!" 

"No." 

"Then  where'd  it  come  from?" 


"Aunt  Margaret?" 

"Yes,  Cindy?" 

"Sara's  got  a  new  brother." 

"Yes.  His  name  is  Samuel,  after  his  father." 

"But,  Aunt  Margaret " 

"What  is  it  child?" 

"Where'd  it  come  from?" 

". . .  .How  old  are  you  now  Cindy?" 

"Six  and  a  half  next  month." 

"Six  and  a  half.  You're  getting  to  be  such  a  big  girl. 

And  smart,  too." 

"Yes,  Aunt  Margaret,  I  . . ." 

"You've  been  playing  all  day.  Let's  go  fix  some  lemonade 

and  cookies." 

"Before  dinner?  Gee,  Aunt  Margaret,  thanks!" 


"Tommy,  tell  me  about  dogs." 

"Dogs?" 

"Yeh,  how  they  do  it?  You  know." 

"Well,  I'll  show  you.  I  can  do  it." 

"Tommy,  you  can'tJ" 

"I  am  nine  years  old!  I  can  do  it.  But  not  here.  Meet 

me  behind  the  garage  after  dinner." 

"Don't  tell  mommy.  I'll  come.  Are  you  gonna  bring  Sugar?" 

"I  don't  need  Sugar.  I'll  show  you." 


'Cindy,  your  Aunt  Margaret  tells  me  that . . .  that . . .  wel 
hear  you've  seen  the  Johnson's  new  baby?" 


I 
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'Oh,  yes,  mommy!  It  came  Monday!  It's  little  and  red  and 

crinkley  all  over.  It  looks  so  funny.  And  it  cries  a  lot." 

'You  used  to  be  the  same  way.  A  pretty  baby  -  but  you're 

much  prettier  now." 

'Did  I  come  like  Sara's  brother  came?" 

'Yes,  Cindy.  You  were  such  a  sweet  little  thing.  You 

haven't  eaten  your  dinner." 

'I'm  not  hungry.  Can  I  go  out?" 

'No,  finish  your  dinner." 

'But  mommy,  where'd  I  come  from?" 

'Hush  now,  your  daddy's  tired." 


'Tommy?  Tommy?" 

'Shhshhshh  . . .  over  here." 

'Where?  It's  dark." 

'Here.  Here,  now  look." 

'Oh." 

'Now,  see,  I'll  touch  you  down  there." 

'No,  Tommy,  no.  That's  bad." 

'But  that's  how  dogs  do  it." 

'You  said  you  knew  about  babies.  Sara's  brother  didn't 

come  from  that!  Who  told  you  that?" 

'My  brother  Albert,  he's  in  school.  He  told  me  what  he 

did  at  school . . .  with  girls." 

'They  teach  him  that ...  at  school!?" 

'Yeh." 

'A  girl  let  him  touch  her . . .  there?" 

'He  says  it's  nice." 

'Well . . . ." 

'If  you  take  your  shirt  off,  I'll  take  mine  off?" 

'Don't  you  tell  mommy." 


'Sara?" 

'Yeh?" 

'I  did  it." 

'Did  what?" 

'Like  dogs  do  it." 

'You  can't  do  that!" 

'Yes  I  can.  Sara,  I  guess  I'll  bring  home  a  baby  tomorrow." 

'Won't  your  mommy  be  mad?" 

'I'd  better  tell  her  that  Tommy  touched  me  down  there." 

'What  about  the  baby?" 

'Yeh,  well,  I'll  give  it  away.  Mommy  won't  ever  know." 

'Yeh.  Somebody  else  can  bring  it  home." 


'Daddy?" 
'Yes?" 


"Daddy,  do  you  like  babies?" 

"Yes." 

"Do  you  want  a  baby?" 

"Yes,  Cindy." 

"Can  I  bring  one  home?" 

"Yes,  Cindy." 

"Tomorrow?" 

"Yes,  Cindy.  Now  run  along. 

"Okay,  Daddy,  goodnight." 

" Cindy?  Cindy !  What's  this  about  babies?  Cindy? 

CINDY!" 


have  work  to  finish." 


"Sara?" 

"Yeh?" 

"It  didn't  come." 

"What  didn't  come?" 

"The  baby.  It  didn't  come." 

"Yeh?" 

"Daddy  said  it  was  okay  for  a  baby." 

"Did  you  tell  him  about  Tommy?" 

"About  where  he  touched  me?" 

"Yeh." 

"No,  but  he  said  okay." 

"Let's  go  play  at  the  park." 

"Play  what?" 

"I  don't  know,  swing  or  something." 

"Let's  find  Tommy.  He  knows  lots  of  fun  games." 


"Mommy,  when  you  were  a  baby,  where'd  you  come  from?" 
"From  your  granny,  Cindy." 
"Mommy,  I'm  going  to  granny's  house." 
"Be  careful  crossing  the  street." 


"Cindy!  My  beautiful  little  girl  has  come  to  visit!" 

"Yes,  granny.  Can  I  have  some  cookies?" 

"And  milk?  Yes,  darling,  come  to  the  kitchen." 

"Granny?" 

"Yes,  child?" 

"You  told  me  about  Santa  Claus.  About  him  really  being 

mommy  and  daddy?  And  I  cried.  I  called  you  a  mean  old 

woman.  I'm  sorry." 

"Why,  Cindy,  I  cried  when  I  was  a  little  girl  too.  I  thought 

that  Santa  Claus  and  fairies  would  always  make  me  happy." 

"And  they  can't  make  me  happy  any  more?" 

"Oh  yes,  Cindy.  They  will  always  make  you  happy.  They 

are  in  your  heart  now,  and  in  your  mommy's  and  daddy's  love 

for  you." 


p> 


"But  they  aren't  for  real,  granny?" 

"Yes,  they  are.  You'll  understand  one  day." 

". . . .  tell  me  about  babies?" 

"Babies?" 

"Where'd  they  come  from?  I  asked  everyone  and  mommy  doesn't 

even  know." 

"Why,  Cindy,  babies  come  from  heaven." 

"Heaven  is  where  God  lives?" 

"Yes,  dear.  And  God's  angels  are  the  little  babies  that 

he  sends  to  us.  Mothers  and  fathers  all  over  the  world 

who  love  each  other  pray  for  a  real  piece  of  that  love. 

God  sends  them  babies  to  give  all  their  love  to." 

"How  do  the  babies  get  here?" 

"He  floats  them  down  on  soft  clouds.  When  they  reach  the 

treetops  the  large  white  storks  carry  them  off  to  the  right 

mother  and  father." 

"And  the  baby  can  stay  forever?" 

"Until  God  calls  them  back  to  play  music  in  heaven." 

"Gee. . . ." 


"Daddy?" 

"Yes,  Cindy,  about  that  baby. . . ." 

"Babies  come  from  clouds  in  heaven.' 

"Oh?" 

"Granny  told  me." 

"Thank  God." 

"Yes,  Daddy,  thank  God." 


"Tommy  Wilson,  don't  you  ever  touch  me!" 

"What?!" 

"You  lied  to  me  about  babies." 

"I  did  not." 

"Yes  you  did.  When  you  touched  me  I  didn't  have  a  baby. 

"Do  you  want  to  try  again?" 


"Sara,  we  know  all  about  babies  now.' 
"Yeh.  We're  grown  up,  Cindy." 
"Yeh.  Almost.  Let's  go  play." 


"Mommy,  why  does  Tommy  Wilson  have  a  longer  thing  down 
there  than  me?" 
"Good  night,  Cindy." 
"Good  night,  mommy." 

(The  Beginning) 

Lindsey  Williams 


Patti  Pease 


On  an  August  Raft 

Humor  me. 

Softly  scatter  blossoms. 

into  my  pacific  pools. 

Coax  me 

into  concentric  conversations  - 

tenderly. 

Let  me 

float  easily 

on  our 

gently  rippling  colloquy 

"toward 

fall's 

whirling 

churning 

brink. 

Deborah  Plan) 


Had  a  dream 

Of  the  shape  of  Things 

To  come.  What 

I 

Dreamt  is 

Better  left  unsaid; 

And  if  what 

I 

Dreamt  comes 

True,  we'll  all 

Be  better 

Dead. 

Ron  Baker 


well,  it's  no  longer  summer 

finally  fall 
yeah,  right  down  on  my  head 
realized  today 

it's  up  to  me 

anyway 

Carney  and  rolled  up  sleeves 
down  the  highway  home 
into  the  past 

captured  in  a  photograph,  square 
dive  deep 

(but  it's  flat) 
roads  run  dry,  green 
leaves  now  yellow  with 
age 
rage 

alone,  across  the  ocean 
coloured  clouds 
once  outside  the  aeroplane  window 

are  now  above 
me,  I 

must  look  up 
look  up 
look  up 


let  me  in 


let  me  in 


let  me  in 


let  me  in 


and  I'm  in. 
Ellie 


Sue  Meador 


Tom  Cowai 


As  she  rode 

upon  a  butterfly  bicycle 
,toes  touching  flower  pedals, 
she  stopped/ 
stung 

by  bumblebee  brakes -- 
and  fell , . . 

hitting  hard  ground. 

And  the  earth 

suddenly 

ached 

with 

reality: 

Nancy  Arcuri  76 


Patti  Pease 
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Cathy  Davis 
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Jackie  Ewansky 


Kristin  Hil 


The  IncompletG  Lesson 

The  butterfly  beats  a  blue-prismed  whirlwind  through 

Sparkling  daisies  and  dahlias  and  mums 

And  men  looks  on,  amazed. 

The  gray  squirrel  scampers  beneath  rainbow  forest  of 

Goldenrod  carpet  bespeckled  with  leaves 

And  man  looks  on,  astonished. 

The  wintered  buck  braces  against  piercing  currents  of 
Snow-laden  wind,  wildly  stamping  in  joy  while 

White  blankets  are  burying  the  forest alive 

And  man  looks  on,  dismayed. 

The  spatted  fawn  falters  his  first  few  endeavors  to 
Face  life  on  four  feet,  his  hind  feet  sent  sprawling, 

Looking  to  floreted  pastures  with  hope 

But  man  looks  not  on. 

Fatal  immortality  preys  upon  the  mind  of 
The  man  who  dreads  death  before  his  life  .... 

Diana  Dee  Davis  75 


d 


M.L.  Hughes 


The  light  has  come  . . 
At  first  I  am  slow  to  accept  its  feeling  for 
the  end  of  night,  but  as  I  have  traveled 
many  patterns  before  the  time,  it  soon 
melts  into  place;  if  there  is  a  place. 

Once  I  moved  softly  across  the  ground,  ever 
careful,  being  sure  I  never  walked  on  someone. 
This  is  how  I  step  now.  The  new  found 
meaning  for  the  light  softens  me,  I  have  become 
receptive  to  you  and  my  sky  smiles  in 
slendor  intensifying  my  own  .... 
Day's  harmony;  sing  a  song  that  I'll  sing 
tonight  as  my  fingers  feel  the  rhyme  and 

I  realize  there's  no  time. 


R.G. 


Kathy  Boteler 
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Peanut  Butter  Power 

I  think  peanut  butter  is  one  of  the  most  humorous  foods. 
It  is  very  versatile.  In  sandwiches,  there  are  many  funny 
combinations.  Some  examples  are  the  following: 
peanut  butter  and  marshmallows, 
peanut  butter  and  bananas, 
peanut  butter  and  honey, 
peanut  butter  and  chocolate, 
peanut  butter  and  potato  chips, 
peanut  butter  and  mayonnaise, 
peanut  butter  and  cucumbers, 
peanut  butter  and  apples, 
peanut  butter  and  raisins, 
peanut  butter  and  cheese, 

and 
peanut  butter  and  peanut  butter. 
My  little  sister's  favorite  combination  is  a  peanut  butter 
sandwich  with  sweet  pickles  dunked  in  french  dressing,  and  that's 
the  truth!  Although  it  may  be  hard  to  swallow. 

Peanut  butter's  popularity  is  gorwing  everyday.  We  now  have 
peanut  butter  cookies, 
cakes, 
crackers, 
candies, 
cereals, 
donuts, 
soups, 
frostings, 
ice  cream, 
and 

bubble  gum. 
I  predict  peanut  butter  will  eventually  replace  conventional  butter. 
Peanut  butter  will  be  sold  in  sticks.  Every  dinner  table  will  have 
a  peanut  butter  plate  with  a  peanut  butter  knife.  People  will  be 
eating  mashed  potatoes  with  pools  of  peanut  butter, 

peas  or  green  beans  coated  with  melted  peanut  butter, 
steaming  muffins  oozing  with  peanut  butter, 
pancakes  dripping  with  peanut  butter, 
eggs  fried  in  peanut  butter, 
and, 

corn  on  the  cob  drenched  in  hot  peanut  butter. 
On  Thanksgiving  Day,  families  will  have  peanut  butter-ball  turkeys. 
Movie  theaters  will  sell  hot  peanut  buttered  popcorn. 
Peanut  butter  will  effect  our  tongue  as  well  as  taste,  with  the  use 
of  new  words  and  phrases,  such  as  "bread  and  peanut  butter  letters,' 
"Peanut-butterflys"  and  "peanut  butter  fingers!" 
There  is  no  telling  how  far  it  will  go. 
What  will  they  think  of  next? 
Peanut  butter  and  .... 

jelly? 


Kathy  Haffey  '77 


Spring  Hymn  III 

Less  than  an  earth-bound  age  has  passed, 
More  than  a  summer  day, 
Since  the  maids  of  Monde  Perdue  were  damned 
At  the  dancing  of  the  May. 

Well  versed  in  maiden  modesty, 
Long  taught  the  timid  tear. 
Veiled  virgin  brides  of  vernal  kings 
Frail  victims  fell  to  fear; 

In  fear,  refused  the  flowered  staff  — 
The  May  Pole  dance  defied; 
Betrayed,  the  warm,  wet,  wash  of  life; 
The  empty  womb,  denied. 

Then  sigh  for  man-made  maidenhood. 
For  Virtues  that  conspire 
To  steal,  from  land,  fertility; 
From  womankind,  desire. 
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A  Thursday  After 

the  searing  silver  of  spiralling  emotions  is 
manifested  in  the  physicality  of 
my  proximate  bodies. 
Ignited  touches  raging  raging 

losing  self-senses  to  merge  in 
flaming  composure;  and  its  ashes 

too  hot  —  deathwish  notions  consume 
the  prickling  pleasures  of  the  totality 
of  my  movements. 

And  it  IS  eternally  an  afterwards. 
A  sense  of  total  diffusion 
occurs  within  me,  seeing  you  there  — 
Now  — untouching,  unable  to  be  touched  — 

I  feel  you  all  too  well  (a  startling 
acknowledgement  I  refuse  to  make) 
I  cannot  mingle  these  — 
juxtaposed  —  incompatible  — 
your  polar  selves  scale  thorny  cliffs 
my  sprawling  fingers  cannot  reach 

Constance  Rush 
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On  I  fstPURnS 


your  mind  becomes  a  trampoline 
bouncing  life  from  dream  to  dream 


From  the  "Poet  Tree"  by  Nancy  Arcuri  76 


September's  first  cold  rains  — 

Already  I've  begun 

To  hum  the  hungry  fall  songs 

Of  forgotten  suns  — 

Old  songs,  from  times  before  the  Prophecy. 

Before  the  Oracles  — 

The  brown,  blood-spattered  leaves  — 

Were  read.  Then,  like  Tamar, 

I  wept  and  rent  my  sleeves. 

The  judgement  fell.  I'm  seven  years  your  wife. 

September's  long,  tired  rains  — 

My  heretic  desires 

Would  warm  me  at  forbidden 

New,  red  votive  fires 

Of  younger,  fiercer,  less-known  deities. 

Mary  Anne  Myers  '77 


i  provide  for  you  but  one  brief  flare 
a  quickening  comet  defied  of  nature's  path 
you  stand  amazed,  enveloped  by  my  light 
consumed  by  brightness,  drawn  into  the  heat, 
uniquely  formed,  a  momentary  monument 
to  such  divergent  ways. 

yet  i  glow  diminished  in  Her  constant  light 
a  patterned  orbit  i  cannot  seem  to  fit  -  unplotted 
this  space,  this  time  is  my  domain 
this  flickering  intensity  which  holds  you  in  its  palm 
but  as  ail  my  heat  and  strength  expend 
those  rotations  follow  and  my  light  grows  lost 

Constance  Rush 
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poems 

like  low-pitched  pebbles 
dropped 

in  melodious  melancholia 
on  a  xylophone  stream  of  feelings 
pounding  peace 

on  my  piano  heart 

and  solo  soul 
sounding  a  sensitive  song  -- 

a  rhapsody  in  rhythmic  reason 
softening  percussion  passion 
and  muting  moodiness 

through  a  flute-filtered  pen 

Nancy  Arcuri  76 


Cathy  Davis 


Kristin  Hill 


'#«_, ;  ^  4j^>^:^  r^ 


m^-  J*- ' 


^•m:!,  >'  .^'^^ 


6.^^"".  ..A 


Equality  by  Virginia  Wilson 


The  Moon  Was  Out  Tonight 

The  Moon  was  out  tonight, 

shining  on  the  snow  so  soft  and  white 

The  shadows  stood  out  clear  and  distinct. 

I  saw  it  when  I  let  the  dog  out. 

He  pranced  in  the  snow,  then  stood  stock  still. 

I  remember  I  scrunched  down  on  my  knees  and  pulled 

the  curtain  around  me  to  block  out  the  room  lights. 

The  snow  sparkled. 

The  sky  was  a  friendly,  mysterious,  darkish  blue. 
There,  just  under  the  drain  spout,  was  the  moon. 
Round,  exotic,  she  belonged  to  me. 

Dog  remained  still,  testing  the  wind,  or 
paying  homage,  I  don't  know  which. 
I  should  have  been  out  there,  like  dog, 
standing  still,  testing  the  wind, 
paying  homage. 

I  pressed  closer  to  the  smooth  glass, 

sparkling  snow,  white  moonlight,  clear 

shadows  beckoned  me. 

Suddenly,  I  went  rigid! 

Mother  called,  silence,  then  a  call  again. 

I  sighed,  the  spell  broken,  pulled  my  robe  tighter  around  me, 

And  called  in  the  dog. 
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For  Marty 

Lady  light,  colorous  corrections 
imperfect  perfections.  Slender  bent 
refreshment,  fed  on  the  wind, 

let  it  all  in 

again,  again,  again 

R.G. 
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Patricia  King 


Anti-Hymn  for  Loring 

LeavG  on  your  socks;  This  is  not  holy  ground. 
We  gather  here  to  desecrate  the  Myth. 
Then  burn  no  incense  —  let  no  timbrels  sound 
Bring  no  chalice  but  a  paper  cup. 

You  were  the  Loring  once,  the  only  heir 
Of  some  lost  cosmos-colonizing  race; 
And  I,  red  flowers  tangled  in  my  hair, 
Was  Sarah,  long-loved  gypsy  shepherdess. 

But  now  you  laugh,  "Look  well,  I'm  but  a  man. 
I  take  my  pants  off  one  leg  at  a  time." 
While  I,  coy  wanton,  tremble  at  your  hand. 
And  read  your  future  by  more  pressing  signs. 
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CAN  TOU  MAKE  IT  ??? 


start  here 


ibirthpirthbiriibirt: 

NpWf~]E 

fTIPadaL 
a  imaturatio 

T.1 
TA' 

cl 


H 
INTTOCEOT 

ADOL^SCmCE 

r|uflil[}|AM 

OUTO^SIGHTTl 
^EC!f 


EffiTHBpiTHBIRTOBIRTHI 

[aPTIeon 
Ttf 


spam 

:iip 

TRIAIS 


ATIVIT3 

vrtiT 


0    m 


iSrTATION)[Al_ 

'n1c|coo 
gtjktI 

\k     Pmimat: 
I 


.DULTESSENCI 

jCLQS? 

'alityHerk|c-"s^ 
jMLJwl 


vos|_jfailUl 

UFEUFELIFELinELrEELIFELIFELIFEl  ||LIFELIFEL 

rp  >!>•  rp 

Fulfilibnent 
in  Life 


Diana  Dee  Davis  75 


